Author: motley_gnr 

Bands: Velvet Revolver 
Characters: Slash, Scott Weiland 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Thu Sep I5 2005 14:25:26 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Smog 


Author's Notes: 
I've been kicking this around for a while. | was going to post it in the Industry as a standalone, but the plot 


bunnies went rabid and changed my plans. Blame it on too much Ginsberg. Let me know what you think.. 


| rolled over in the little cubbyhole that serves as a bed. | call it the bunk dungeon. The pot had long since 
worn off and | can't sleep. | stare up at the ceiling, listening to the low hum of tires and the occasional whir of 
passing traffic. The image of Toby glowering down at me is still fresh in my mind. Its that look of disapproval 
he gives me when I'm doing anything remotely fun that doesn't include him. | guess I've been doing a little too 
much of that as of late. | can almost hear the shovel as | dig myself deeper into a hole. Still, he used to have 
a sense of humor. | said as much as he silently strode in and stopped before me. Just one look from him and 
we all quit laughing. He yanked Mitch up and dragged him out kicking and screaming. Now Toby was giving 
everyone the silent treatment. Of course our giggling all the way back to the bus didn't improve his mood any. 


| missed the old Toby. 


Sighing, | swung my legs over the side of the bunk and dropped down with a soft thud. There was no point in 
being wide-awake and uncomfortable. | carefully crept past the curtain that concealed Toby and had to stifle a 


cry when | tripped over Todd's shoes. If | weren't afraid of waking the sleeping tiger, | would have beat Todd 
senseless with them, the slob. | didn't breath again until | stepped out, latching the door behind me. | was 
starving and | just happened to know where Todd hides all his junk food. Lifting one of the cushions of the 
built-in sofa, | shoved my hand into the small gap between the frame and the wall of the bus. Paper rustled 
as | searched for and found a corner of the bag. Getting a better grip and pulling slowly, | retrieved the sack 


containing a virtual 1-Eleven. Intent on my selection, | let out a yelp when | heard a voice behind me. 
"You know what | hate most about my life? It that everywhere | go, there the fuck you are." 


| spun around, spilling my bag of loot. "Fucking shit Mitch! You scared the living daylights out of me." | bent 
down and began to pick up the candy. "You're not exactly who | hope to met in the dark either." 


"Oh really? Could have fooled me," he replied, taking a drag off his cigarette. He sat in far chair by the window. 
His face was hidden by shadows. "Good thing I'm not Todd. Hey toss me that Snickers.” 


"No," | replied, opening the wrapper of the candy bar between my teeth. | glared at him and took a bite. "Aren't 
you supposed to be in bed?" | asked, chewing. 


"Is sounding like an old bitchy lady a prerequisite for being a fag or something?" Mitch asked. A passing light 
reflected off the window onto his face. He appeared fairly subdued. "Toby sounds more like our mother every 
day. Give me the Mars Bar then" 

| sat down in the chair across from him and tossed him a Mars Bar. He set it on the table before him and 
lightly traced the lettering with a fingertip. "You should cut Toby some slack It's been a difficult time for him 
too," | replied. Mitch let out a hollow laugh. Putting out the remains of one cigarette, he immediately lit 
another. He stared at me, his expression inscrutable. 

"Yeah having you on one's ass would make any one cranky," he said after a moment. 


"| could almost feel sorry for you Mitch if you weren't such an asshole," | snapped. "And where's Paul?" 


"Are you kidding? He's riding with the crew. Toby wouldn't let him on the bus. He thinks you're fucking him," 
Mitch replied, shaking his head. "You aren't are you?" 


"And tell me dip-shit, when would | have the opportunity even if | had the inclination? He's with you twenty- 


four seven," | said. 
"He's not with me all the time. It's not like | know how long it takes to suck a guy's dick," Mitch barked back. 


"Well you know how long it takes to get one," | answered. "Just add ten minutes and you'll know how long it 


takes everybody else." 


"You've been hanging out with Toby too long. You're beginning to insult just like him." Mitch took another drag 


off the cigarette. "That was pretty good," Mitch said, flicking an ash into an empty can 

"Gee, a compliment from Mitch," | coved. "If | knew you'd be this nice, | would have jerked you off years ago." 
"Fuck of fl If you ever touch my dick again, I'll kill you," Mitch growled. Something startled him and looked up and 
stared at the door to the sleeping compartment. | turned around. There was nothing there. "Did you hear 
that?" he asked in a low voice. 

"What?" 

"Sshh! Don't say anything," he whispered. He leaned forward and strained to listen. "I could have sworn | heard 
that door open," he whispered after a few seconds. | could hear his heart beating or was it mine? This is 
stupid, | thought. This is just Mitch being an asshole again. 

"You shit! Quit fucking around," | whispered back. 

"Who's fucking around?" 


"I think you're just screwing with me. | didn't hear a thing," | said, my voice falling back to normal register. 


Mitch released the breath he was apparently holding and leaned back. "How could you? You were too busy 
thinking." 


"I know it's not one of your favorite pastimes Mitch, but of us don't find it quite so challenging either. Give me 
one of your smokes," | demanded reaching for the pack that rested on the table. He nodded so | seized one and 
placed it between my lips. Lighting it, | took a deep drag, filling my lungs. It burned but my body quickly 
remembered the instant gratification nicotine offers. 

| thought you quit.” 

"| did," | answered. 

"Tisk, tisk, St. Shane. First drinking, then getting stoned, and now you're smoking! What's next? Knocking a girl 
up?" Mitch asked, laughing. "Man oh man, if Toby could see his precious lead singer now. Your were so pussy 


whipped." 


"That would be dick whipped my friend," | countered. "And generally speaking, | notice he usually gets his way 
even with you." 


"Yeah, but at least | have the dignity to fight about it first," Mitch replied. 


"Well aren't you two chummy! It's so nice to see you get along" We both looked up to see a seething Toby 
standing in the doorway. He regarded us with contempt as he stepped forward. He was holding something 


behind his back. | saw a glint of metal and that was it. "Oh don't mind me. Carry on, carry on," he sneered. The 


sneer widened to resemble something similar to a smile as he stood beside my seat. 


"What have you got there Toby?" | asked suspiciously, trying to get a better view of what he was holding. 
Toby twisted around, blocking my line of vision 


"Oh nothing..Boo," Toby smiled. Turning to Mitch, he said, "You were never very good at picking friends Mitch." 
He dropped across my lap, keeping the hand behind him. He dragged a finger down my chest and began grinding 
his ass into my crotch. He leaned down, giving me a violent kiss. | pushed him away and stared into his eyes. 


They were filled with anything but lust. 
"What's gotten into you?" | asked. 


| know what I'd like to get into me," Toby replied Mitch made a groan of disgust and stood to leave. "Hey 
Mitch, wait. You want to hear something really funny?" asked Toby. He didn't wait for Mitch to reply. "Your 
new best buddy, Shane here, actually tried to convince me that you and he got off together. Isn't that about 


the funniest thing you ever heard. | mean | burst out laughing when | heard it" 


Mitch's face drained of all color. He was unable to speak. It was as if somebody had just nailed him in the 
crotch. Mitch looked at me with eyes full of rage, confusion, and pain. He looked at me like | had stabbed him in 
the back. "Why Mitchie, you don't look well at all. What's wrong," Toby asked, laughing. 


"Toby, this isn't the time to do this," | warned. 
"| don't know why the fuck he'd say something like that," sputtered Mitch. 


"So you deny it then?" Toby asked. His eyes glint with the dark fury that resided just under the surface. Mitch 
was a deer caught in the headlights. He just stood there, unable to form words. "You're losing your touch 
Mitch. | remember the day when you could lie your way of the most incriminating circumstances. How was it 
that you told your girlfriend that you got gonorrhea again? Bad Chinese food or something, wasn't it? | don't 


know what's worse. The excuse or that she was so fucking stupid, she believed it." 


Mitch brushed past Toby, but Toby grabbed him by the arm and wrenched him down to his knees. "Going 
somewhere? | don't think so," Toby hissed. | saw another flash of silver, then | heard a click. | watched in 
disbelief, as he pulled Mitch forward, weaved the empty end of the handcuffs under the arm of the chair, and 


cinched around my wrist. | had forgot he even brought them. 


Mitch jerked his hand back, causing me to fall to one side. "You fucker! Give me the God damn key!" Mitch 


cried. 


Toby leaped off my lap. He crouched down and brought his face right up to Mitch's. "ld keep your voice down 
Mitch. You don't want to wake everyone on the bus do you?" Toby asked. "Because the next person to come 


through that door will be the first to know what you did. They'll be the first to know that my big homophobe 


of a brother has the hots for my boyfriend," he warned. 
"Toby, this isn't funny," | whispered. 


‘Its not meant to be," he replied. Toby sat back on my lap, facing me. He began to gently kiss my neck, slowly 
working his way up. When he reached my mouth, he forced it open with his tongue. | found myself responding 
despite my anger. | had gone to sleep many a night in the past few weeks longing to feel just that very mouth 
on me. And Toby definitely knew how to awaken my more kinky side. If it was anybody but Mitch cuffed to me, 
it would have been incredibly hot. But Mitch's fear and discomfort were palatable in the air. | yanked my head 
back. | could see Mitch staring at the floor. 


"Toby, this has gone far enough," | groaned as he slid his hand down to my crotch. 


"l'Il be the judge of that," he admonished. He turned his gaze to Mitch. Toby grabbed his chin, jerking it up. "Oh 
no you don't. | want you to watch Mitchie." 


"You've lost your fucking mind Toby," Mitch stammered, 


"No. I'm just trying to hold on to what I've got. You know what | think the problem is Mitchie? | think you want 
to be me," Toby replied. "| play better than you. | look better than you. I'm smarter than you. And | have 
better sex than you," Toby laughed. 


"Tell me, what would you be doing if you were in Shane's lap?" he asked with a sinister grin. "Would you do 
this?" Toby leaned forward, taking my bottom lip between his teeth. He tugged and sucked till | cried out. "Or 
would you do this?" he asked, brushing the hair away from the back of my neck, nibbling his way to behind my 
ear. "Maybe this?" He leaned back, and slid a finger into my mouth. He leisurely worked it in and out before 
dragging a wet finger across my lips. "Or my personal favorite," Toby grinned. He slid his hand down my 
sweatpants and stroked my steadily growing cock. "Shane is hard Mitch. You should feel how big and hard he 
gets when he's horny. Oh wait, you have. So Mitchie are you hard? Let me see." 


"Fuck youl" Mitch growled. A look of terror and panic filled his eyes. 
"Now that wouldn't be right," chided Toby. "I'm kinky. But | draw the line at incest. But | bet Shane would fuck 
you, if you beg. You would like that Mitchie, wouldn't you? Though | have to admit | wouldn't have believed it if 


| hadn't heard it from your own mouth. Doesn't Shane have a nice grip?" 


"He touched me. | didn't touch him. He touched me," Mitch wept. Toby leaned forward, brushing a tear from 
Mitch's cheek. He continued to slowly rub my cock with his other hand. 


"Toby, | mean it. This has got to stop," | cried, pulling at his wrist with my free hand. 


‘I've just gotten started honey," Toby answered. "Now why the tears Mitchie? You came didn't you? Are you 
saying he raped you?" Mitch looked down and shook his head. "I didn't think so," Toby replied. Lifting Mitch's 


chin, Toby smiled. "But tell me about it just the same. | want all the details.” 
“There's not much to say Toby," | argued. 


"Sure there is," Toby giggled Mitch looked over at me pleading. "Come now, start talking, or I'm liable to scream 
loud enough to wake the dead. | wonder what Todd and Kevin would think about that nice hard on you're 
sporting Mitch?" 


"|... don't remember," Mitch gulped. 


"Don't give me that crap," Toby angrily snapped "You of all people aren't likely to forget when a man touches 


your prick" 
"I jerked him off, okay? | caught him jerking off and | gave him a hand job. That's all there was to it," | said. 


"Did you come Shane?" Toby asked. | hung my head and nodded my reply. "Mitch, you must have developed 


some new talents," Toby smirked. "Pull it out. | want to see it” 
"No," Mitch whined. 


"Whip it out Mitch or you'll be very, very, sorry you didn't," hissed Toby. Mitch swallowed and closed his eyes. 
Very methodically, he undid the front of his jeans and exposed his throbbing dick. "Play with it. | want know 
what got Shane so worked up." 


"Please, | can't," Mitch begged. 
"Toby, don't," | whispered. 


"Hush Shane! Its Mitch's turn," Toby replied "Come on," Toby ordered, nudging Mitch with his foot. "I know you 
know how. You taught me for Christ sake." 


| have to admit that the thought of them sharing something like that shocked me. And it sent a little 
inappropriate thrill up my spine. Mitch began to work his hand up and down his cock. Despite all my best 


efforts, a small moan escaped my lips. 


"You threw away a six year relationship for that?" Toby asked in disbelief. Toby climbed off my lap and pulled 
my sweats down to my knees. He drew his finger up my length and played with the pre-come that dribbled 
from the tip. "You like this huh?" he asked. Before | could answer, he stood. Toby pulled Mitch to his feet, 
clumsily turning him. With his arm at an awkward angle, Mitch stood with his back to me. Toby had placed 
Mitch's ass right by my face. He then bent him slightly, saying, "Why don't you show Mitch what a rim job is 
like baby" 


| could barely contain myself as | ran my tongue down the crack of Mitch's ass. | felt Toby's mouth descend 


on to my cock and | began to lick in earnest. Toby's tongue darted about the underside my cock. | moaned at 
the firm pressure of his fingers teasing my balls. Mitch groaned back in response. Moving away, | slicked one 
finger than two in my mouth. | slowly worked the first digit past Mitch's impossibly tight entrance. Circling it 
around, | loosened him before creating a steady rhythm that matched that of the mouth around my cock. | 
watched as Mitch began to more furiously work his own. | carefully worked in the second finger, once again 
circling. | pushed them deeper until | heard Mitch moan and clench around them. | had found the spot. Seeing 
Mitch buck and grind against my hand was incredible. | only wished | could see his face. 


The hot mounting pleasure in my own groin forced me to arch further into Toby's mouth. His head began to 
move at a startling place. Mitch began to shudder, bearing down on my fingers. It could feel his muscles spasm 
as he gasped and copious amounts of come hit the floor. | felt a current rip through me as | exploded in 


Toby's mouth. Toby sat up grinning, "Who knew he'd be so fucking hot?" 


| awoke with a start. | could feel the sweat running down my neck | forgot that marijuana gave me such vivid 
dreams. | slid my hand down my belly and groaned. Taking off my shirt, | wiped away all traces of the filthiest 
wet dream I'd ever had. "Yeah who knew he was so hot," | said to myself as | rolled over. | banged my head. | 
hate sleeping on the fucking bus. 


